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nent question to her royal lover, who glared at her angrily,
and said, 'Who told you to ask me that?'
Poor O-Morphi flung herself at his feet and told him the
whole truth. He left the room, and never saw her again.
He gave her a dowry of a hundred thousand francs, and
she married a Breton officer. Madame de Valentinois was
dismissed from Court, and not allowed to reappear for two
years. Louis Quinze knew how deeply he wronged his wife,
but he respected her as a <~;aeen, and woe to any one who
was rude towards her.
About this time the f omte de Melf ort, who was colonel
of the Orleans regiment, asked me, through his mistress
Camille, to answer two questions by means of my cabbalistic
combination. I wrote out two very obscure answers, which
might be taken to mean anything, sealed them up, and gave
them to Camille.
Next day she begged me to accompany her to a place
she was forbidden to name. The place turned out to be
the Palais Royal. I was conducted up a small staircase to
the private apartments of the Duchesse de Chartres. By and
by the duchesse herself came in and thanked me most gra-
ciously for the answers I had furnished to her questions. She
said she had many more things to consult the oracle about. I
told her if she would write them down, and leave me alone,
in three hours the replies would be ready. She made me
pledge my word of honour not to speak of the matter to
a living soul, told me to hand the replies only to herself or
Madame de Polignac, and then left me. At the appointed
time Madame de Polignac came, and I handed her a sealed
packet.
The Duchesse de Chartres, daughter of the Prince de
Conti, was then twenty-six years old. She was lively and gay,
renowned for her wit and love of pleasure. CA short life and
a merry one' were words always on her lips. She was good,
generous, patient, and tolerant of the failings of others. She
was pretty, but held herself badly, and only laughed when
Marcel, the dancing-master, tried to correct her. She danced